Chapter 1: Cleaning the Streets





The man sat across from me, taking a sip of his drink.

“...it’s been a while since I’ve brought this subject up.” He continued.

I put my hands further into my coat pockets, until my hands grabbed onto a small, glass tube. I didn’t dare remove it yet, though.

“So, what time are you thinking?” He asked.
“Maybe around, say, next week.” I lied.
“Why not this week?” He asked.
“You know, I’m a bit of a spender.” I replied.

He turned away, set his drink down, and looked out the window.

“You know how LONG I’ve dealt with people like you?” He asked.

I quickly opened the tube, and poured the poison into his drink.

“How long?” I asked, pretending to be interested.
“A LONG time.” He said.

I nearly said ‘that isn’t very specific,’ but I need him to be calm so he doesn’t stop taking drinks.

He sighed, and turned back around to take a sip of his drink.

“You know, nobody gets away with anything on my watch. Nobody has been able to beat me.” He said.

Then, with the only warning being his eyes twitching, he fell onto the table like a brick. Experimental poison is the best kind of poison.

I walked out of the room, and into the rainy streets. A lady with an umbrella that I knew very well walked past me shortly after, and I followed her.

“So, how’d it go?” She asked.
“Instant.” I replied.
“That’s nice, I figured that would happen.” She said with a smile.

Suddenly, I heard a motorcycle engine. That was our cue to run. I started to wave my arms for a cab.

“Every fucking time, they never give up!” I shouted over the engine as we ran into the cab.

She kept silent. She usually did when I was mad. She was used to it by now, and always just kept calm. She had given up trying to calm me down by now.

We both looked behind us. I don’t think they saw us get in here. We turned back around to the driver.

“Uh, where to?” He asked.









Chapter 2: Hideout Hotel



We arrived at our hotel, and went around the back. We opened the trapdoor nearby, and hopped under. The hallway was long, dark, wet, and smelly. To anyone else, it was the sewers.

We reached the stairs to the door at the end, and walked in. The place wasn’t the greatest, but it wasn’t terrible, either. Everything was a dull shade of white. A nightmare to clean. Half the time, we didn’t bother. I sat on the couch, and she sat next to me.

Her name is Candice. She hated her birth name, so she changed it. She said this new one felt ‘close enough to right,’ whatever that means. I don’t think anything’s felt right. Everything feels...off. Wrong. It feels like I don’t belong here.

“Jordan, are you all right?” She asked.
“Yeah, just zoned out for a second.” I replied.
“Good, cause I don’t want you having another episode again.” She replied.
“I’m not, I’m not.” I reassured her.

My phone buzzed.

The text read, ‘hey i’m psychic or something and my mind told me to text you so i did haha’

“How do I respond to this?” I asked her, showing her my phone
She shrugged.
“Why can’t people just talk normally?” I asked.

My phone already had a VPN and shit, so I could text them without worry.

‘Ok’ I replied.
‘who this’ They asked.
‘Who cares??’ I replied
‘me’ They answered.
‘Please capitalize the first letter in your sentence, idiot’ I said.
‘if I do will u tell me more about u?’ They asked.
‘Fine’ I responded.

At this point, Candice was leaning her head on my shoulder and watching me text back and forth. I didn’t even believe this moron, I was just bored, and I could tell she was, too.

‘Ok now what do you do for a living?’ They asked.
‘Not telling you that’ I responded.
‘Do you ever feel like you don’t belong?’ They asked.

I paused, and just for a second, I believed it. I believed that this wasn’t just a coincidence. But no, I’m sane. A lot of people feel that way. It’s not some stupid force behind this shit. It’s just luck.

‘Yea’ I replied.

‘What if
This is just
What if we’re in like
The wrong universe??’ They asked.

‘Idk man’ I said.

‘I know there’s something wrong with you’ They said.






Chapter 3: Nope, Nope, Nope



I threw the phone into the ocean, and stole a new one the next day. Hopefully our hideout wasn’t compromised too. Someone was onto us. She sat on our bed, and I paced back and forth.

“Why? Why can’t I just have a normal, stress-free day for once?” I asked.
“Dunno.” She answered, staring at her hands.
“Like, every day, someone’s out to kill me!” I said, throwing my arms in the air.
“Yeah, it’s almost like you killed their families or something.” She replied with a smile.
I glanced at her, and she was glancing back.

“You know, you’re really hard to hate.” I said.
“Oh yeah, what’s that?” She asked.
“No, that’s all you’re getting.” I said.
“I’ll take it.” She said.

BANG. She fell to the floor, blood flowing out of her head. I turned around, and saw a gun now pointed at my head, too.

“Did you SERIOUSLY throw your phone into the ocean?” He asked.

A pause.

“Listen, I’m sorry about that, but I didn’t wanna die, and she coulda been armed, and, like...you understand, right?” He asked.

I simply lowered my eyebrows at him.

“Yeah, you don’t understand.” He said.

Another pause, with the gun still pointed at my head.

“There’s something...with you. Like...do you have...flashbacks? Visions?” He asked me.
I nodded.
“You see? You were someone else. I know it.” He said, rubbing his head with his other hand.
“Yes...I knew you. You were...tall...and…” He suddenly stopped, and shot me too.
